BLOOD WEDDING
SERVANT [changing the subject]: How's the baby?
LEONARDO: What baby?
SERVANT: Your son.
LEONARDO [remembering, as though in a dream]: Ah!
SERVANT: Are they bringing him?
LEONARDO: No.
[Pause. Voices sing distantly.]
VOICES:
Awake, O Bride, awaken,
On your wedding morning waken!
LEONARDO:
Awake, O Bride, awaken,
On your wedding morning waken!
SERVANT: It's the guests. They're still quite a way off.
LEONARDO: The bride's going to wear a big wreath, isn't she? But
it ought not to be so large. One a little smaller would look better
on her. Has the groom already brought her the orange blossom
that must be worn on the breast?
BRIDE [appearing, still in petticoats and wearing the wreath]: Hebroughtit
SERVANT [sternly]: Don't come out like that.
BRIDE: What does it matter?
[Seriously]
Why do you ask if they brought the orange blossom? Do you
have something in mind?
LEONARDO: Nothing. What would I have in mind?
[Drawing near her]
. You, you know me; you know I don't. Tell me so. What have
I ever meant to you? Open your memory, refresh it. But two oxen
and an ugly litde hut are almost nothing. That's the thorn.
BRIDE: What have you come here to do?
LEONARDO: To see your wedding.
BRIDE: Just as I saw yours!
LEONARDO: Tied up by you, done with your two hands. Oh, they
can kill me but they can't spit on me. But even money, which
shines so much, spits sometimes.
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